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Yet thousand rivals to my love pretend,                *35

And for my person would my crown defend ;
Whose jarring votes in one complaint agree.
That each unjustly is disdained for thee.

To proud Hyarbas give me up a prey,

For that must follow, if thou goest away;             140

Or to my husband's murderer leave my life,
That to the husband he may add the wife.
Go then, since no complaints can move thy mind;
Go, perjured man, but leave thy gods behind.
Touch not those gods, by whom thou art for-
sworn,                                                                   145
Who will in impious hands no more be borne;
Thy sacrilegious worship they disdain,
And rather would the Grecian fires sustain.
Perhaps my greatest shame is still to come,
And part of thee lies hid within my womb ;        150
The babe unborn must perish by thy hate,
And perish, guiltless, in his mother's fate,
Some god, thou sayest, thy voyage does com-
mand ;
Would the same god had barred thee from my

land!

The same, I doubt not, thy departure steers,       155
Who kept thee out at sea so many years;
While thy long labours were a price so great,
As thou, to purchase Troy, wouldst not repeat,
But Tiber now thou seek'st, to be at best,
When there arrived, a poor precarious guest.       160
Yet it deludes thy search; perhaps it will
To thy old age lie undiscovered still.
A ready crown and wealth in dower I bring,
And, without conquering, here thou art a king.
Here thou to Cartilage may'st transfer thy Troy; 165
Here young Ascanius may his arms employ;
And, while we live secure in soft repose,
Bring many laurels home from conquered foes.